



The mofl lament able Tr age die 

i will mod willingly attend your Lady/hip. 

(JMar. Lucius I will. 

T itus. How now L auinia, (-Marcus what m canes this ? 
Some booke there is that /hee defires to fee : 

Which is it gyrle of thefe, open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read ana better skild, 

Come and take choyfc of all my Librarie, 

And fo beguile thy forrow, tell the heauens 
Reuealc the damn’d contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts /he vp her armes in fequcnce thus ? 

C JMar. I thinke (lie meanes that there were more than one 
Confederate in the fatt, I more there was : 

Or el/c to heauen /he heaues them for reuenge. 

Titus . Lucius what booke is that /he to/Ieth Zb ? 

Tuer. Grandfier tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gauc it mee. 

LMar. For loue of her thats gone, 

Perhaps /he culd it from among the reft. 

T itus. Soft, fo bufilie /lice turnes the leaues, 

Helpe her, what would /he finde ? Lauinia /hall I read J 
This is the tragickc talc of Philomel, 

And treates of Tereus trea/on and his rape. 

And rape I feare was rootc of thine annoy, 

(JMar. See brother fee, note how /he quotes the leaues, 
T itus. Lauinia, wert thou thus furpriz’a fweet gyrle ? 
Rauifhtand wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forc’d in the ruthlefle,vaft, and gloomie woods 5 
See, fee, I /uch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there) 

Pattemd by that the Poet here de/cribes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes, 

(.Mar. O why /hould nature build Co foule a den, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies. 

Tit. Giuc fignes fweet girle,for here are none but friends, 

VVta { 


of Titus Atidronictts. 

V Vhat Romaine Lord it was durft doc the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine as Tarquin erft, 

That left the Campc to finne in Lucrece bed. 

(Mar. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downe k by m«e, 
t^ppollo, Pallas, hue, or CMer curie, 

Infpire me that I may thys trea/on finde. 

My Lord looke hcere, looke heere Lauinia , 

He rerites his Name with his flaffe, and guides # 
with feete and mouth. 

Thys fandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canft 
This after mee, I haue writ my name, 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this ftiift : 

Write thou good Neece, and heere difplay at laft, 

V Vhat God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine. 

That we may know the tray tors and the truth. 

Shee takes the slajfe in her mouth, and guides it with he V 
flumps and writes. 

Oh doe yee read my Lord what /he hath writ, 

Stuprum, Chtron, ' Demetrius . 

( Marcus . What, what, the luftfull fonnes of T amora^ 
Performers of this haynous bloody deede. 

T itus. Magni D ominatorpolt, 

T am lentus amis fcelera, tarn lentus vides ? 

Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth. 

To flirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, 

And armevhc mindes ofinfants to exclaimes, 

My Lord kneele downe with me, Lauinia knecle, 
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